"O but she is lovely,

Not a soul to see her,
And how lovely only

Leda's Mother knows!35

Under moving branches

Leisurely she dresses,
And the leafy sunlight

Made you wonder were
All its woven shadows

But her golden tresses,
Or a smock of sunlight

For her body bare.

When on earth great beauty

Goes exempt from danger,
It will be endangered

From a source on high;
When unearthly stillness

Falls on leaves, the ranger,
In his wood-lore anxious,

Gazes at the sky.

While her hair was drying,
Came a gentle languor,

Whether from the bathing

Or the breeze she didn't know.

Anyway she lay there,
And her Mother's anger
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